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reverted to a more ordered clear-cut time, when every
man was stamped with the sign of one or other of the
ancient- industries. Only in some such way, one can
attempt to explain this strange masquerade of his. He
has his own vision of life, his own idea of that poetry
which transfigures the mechanism of blood and bone;
and I trust that he will be left to himself to go his own
way, for when he is weary of a shepherd's life, there
are still many time-old tradesmen, from tinker to
tailor, that he can personate. Nor will it be long
before I see him again, caring little whether he Is still
a shepherd or metamorphosed into a fisherman or
cobbler, so long as he is still with us, going his own
fantastic salt.